In 2001, David was asked to take over as Chairman of the Board of Trustees of the American Journal of Sports Medicine. The man whom David was chosen to replace had founded the Journal and been the Editor or Chairman for the first 30 years of its existence. As his successor, David had to have wisdom, integrity and, since the job description included acting as diplomatic liaison to his leonine predecessor, a good measure of old-fashioned courage. In his typical self-deprecating manner, David would probably say that he was the only one dumb enough to take the position.
I could not know it at the time, but that was the beginning of a process that would bring the two of us into a close working relationship that would last for the next 8 years. David's first major task as chairman was to lead the Board of Trustees in a search for a new Editor for the Journal. Somehow I came out of the process as that new Editor, even though the other candidates were more distinguished, better looking, and had more hair. Now that I think about it, maybe David felt kinship with a soul whose scalp was also sparsely furnished. Okay, David, you may have blown it when you led the Board of Trustees in selecting me as Editor, but you made up for your mistake by inspiring me to do the best job that I could.
The first few years of our common tenure, David and I explored the landscape of journal management together as we worked to adapt the publication to the exigencies of the 21st century. Whenever a difficult decision needed to be made, David would ask, "What would Jack do?" The Jack in this instance was Dr. Jack Hughston, the founding editor of the Journal. Dr. Hughston loved the Journal the way a parent loves a favored child. "What would Jack do?" was the perfect expression of David's sense of stewardship. He treated the Journal like a child that had been entrusted to him by a loving parent.
Like any devoted, responsible steward, David carefully considered the potential consequences of his actions before making any decision that might affect the welfare of his charge. After taking all possible ramifications into account, however, he would not hesitate to initiate bold, innovative changes. I don't know if David Sisk was born on a mountaintop, but he seemed to believe in the motto of another famous Tennessean named David: "Be always sure you're right-then go ahead." 1 Some of you sitting here have heard me quote an epigram attributed to Mahatma Gandhi, "Be the change you want to see in the world." I used to think that this meant that it's not enough to long for things to change for the better; you need to roll up your sleeves and work for that change. I do think that's part of its meaning. However, Gandhi did not say, "Work for the change . . ." or "Initiate the change . . .," but "Be the change that you wish to see in You must be the change you want to see in the world. My name is Bruce Reider and, like everyone else in this room, I'm here as witness of my love and respect for David Sisk. I came to know David through his activities with our professional society, the American Orthopaedic Society for Sports Medicine, or AOSSM, and its scholarly journal, the American Journal of Sports Medicine. I could read you a long litany of David's accomplishments within these institutions, but the fact that he was asked to serve in the highest office of each, as President of the AOSSM and Chairman of the Board of Trustees of the Journal, eloquently summarizes the great respect and trust that his colleagues placed in him. I believe that the first time that I met David face-to-face was in 1997, when he was President of the AOSSM. David and Alice were having lunch with Bill and Kathy Clancy, and they graciously invited me to join them. I remember that David spoke in a quiet and thoughtful manner, considering each sentence carefully and punctuating his speech with impressive rhetorical flourishes. I think his favorite phrase may have been "and things of this nature," his distinctive way of saying "et cetera." Imagine my surprise a few days later when this distinguished orator showed up with a motorcycle, dressed like a rocker and sporting someone else's ridiculous sideburns, for his own wild and crazy rock-and-roll presidential banquet! That raucous night turned what had been a formal, rather staid tradition into a festive highlight of the AOSSM annual meeting. I think it demonstrated an important aspect of David's personality that became an integral part of the personality of the AOSSM as well. the world." I believe that Gandhi was urging people to embody the type of conduct that they would like to see become the norm: love, kindness, respect for others. This is what David Sisk did for the many people he inspired: he didn't tell them how to behave; he showed them how to behave by his own honesty, integrity, courage, kindness, and sense of responsibility. David merely did what God has asked us all to do through the prophet Micah: "act justly and . . . love mercy and . . . walk humbly with your God." 2 That is the most effective kind of leadership possible.
David had a passion for building model ships, and the last one that he completed was the USS Constitution, Old Ironsides. Earlier this year, I marked David's retirement as Chairman of the Journal Board of Trustees with an editorial in which I compared David to the USS Constitution. Like Old Ironsides, David did not hesitate to put himself at risk to defend the values that he held dear. In 1828, when rumors were flying about the imminent retirement of Old Ironsides, Oliver Wendell Holmes, physician and poet, penned the famous poem of the same name. As we gather to celebrate the life of David Sisk and his retirement from active duty here among us, I'd like to read the poem that was written about a battleship but might have been written about David Sisk.
Old Ironsides Oliver Wendell Holmes
Ay, tear her tattered ensign down! Long has it waved on high, And many an eye has danced to see That banner in the sky; Beneath it rung the battle shout, And burst the cannon's roar; The meteor of the ocean air Shall sweep the clouds no more.
Her deck, once red with heroes' blood, Where knelt the vanquished foe, When winds were hurrying o'er the flood, And waves were white below, No more shall feel the victor's tread, Or know the conquered knee;-The harpies of the shore shall pluck The eagle of the sea! Oh, better that her shattered hulk Should sink beneath the wave; Her thunders shook the mighty deep, And there should be her grave; Nail to the mast her holy flag, Set every threadbare sail, And give her to the god of storms, The lightning and the gale! Last fall, the Boards of the AOSSM and its journals gathered to honor David's enormous contributions with a lifetime achievement award. Amid the speeches of warm emotions and heartfelt thanks, David, ever the dutiful steward, took the opportunity to remind us not to spend the Society's money too freely. This spring he gifted the members of the Journal board with this, a silver money clip, as if to serve as a lasting reminder of our stewardship responsibilities. David, beloved husband, father, colleague, and friend, you are always with us, in our pockets and in our hearts.
